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“Abby?” Ryan waved a hand in front of his wife’s face. “Earth to Abby?”

“W-wha?” Abby recoiled, shunted out of her stupor. She was sitting at the kitchen table in her bathrobe, and she looked like she’d been run over by a bus. Her face, normally human enough, was squashed and puffy, her hair askew.

Most people would have had that general look after a few rounds with a professional boxer, but Abby had a superpower: all she had to do to look like death warmed over was to get up before eleven o’clock in the morning. Her brain didn’t function for a full hour after she awoke, either, so she was pretty unresponsive. Because of this, Ryan had to make breakfast, and some days he even had to drive her to work. Why were mornings so rough?

“I said,” said her husband, “do you want the strawberry or the raspberry jam? The toast is ready.”

“Ugh,” said Abby, “strawberry today. Listen, you don’t have to do this every single day. Really, I’m fine.”

“Really?” asked Ryan. “Then tell me why you haven’t touched your eggs.”

“Eggs? I –” Looking down in front of her, Abby noticed that her eggs were ready and waiting for her to tuck in. “I just...um...hadn’t noticed them.”

“Uh huh.” he said, sitting down across from her. “Listen, I know you love your two a.m. bedtime, but we have to figure something out. I mean, with work and everything…”

“Yeah, yeah,” she said. “I would go to bed earlier, but even if I do, I can’t get to sleep until the usual time. And we’ve tried everything. So…”

“We have not tried everything,” said Ryan. “As it happens, I found a website the other day with a bunch of files that are supposed to help you with sleeping. What if you gave them a listen at a more workable bedtime – say, ten – and then just see how it goes? Tomorrow is Saturday, so it’s not like it matters a whole lot when you wake up. Just give it a shot!”

“Unh,” said Abby. “Whatever. Sure. We can do that tonight. I’m definitely sick of sleeping badly. But can you do me a favor?”

“Yes?” he said.

“Don’t talk to me until after I finish my coffee.” She grinned, then felt herself slipping back into a morning stupor once more.

* * *

Work that day went by slowly. Abby worked at a tech firm in Santa Monica, and when she wasn’t at her desk, trying to fight off the urge to take a nap, she was doing the same thing in a meeting. Everyone else seemed to be cheery enough, but the morning had hit her like a freight train, and she just couldn’t quite bounce back.

At last, it was six o’ clock: Quitting time. Groaning, Abby got up from her desk, grabbed her keys, and headed out to her car. Getting home was always a nightmare in the Friday rush hour traffic, but she managed somehow, and finally she pulled up to their apartment building.

Ryan worked from home, and he usually managed to get dinner together during the last of his meetings. When she walked into the apartment and smelled tacos, she loved him all the more for doing the cooking tonight, when she was especially tired.

Still, she did feel a little better after a day of activity and a lot of coffee, and she found the energy to chat with Ryan as they ate. He could make a mean taco, that was for sure. When they finished, Ryan looked at her. “Soooo...did you look at the website I sent you?”

“Well, um…” Abby had, but when she’d gotten Ryan’s text, she’d been deeply engrossed in a game of Bloons Tower Defense. “I saw it, but I was...busy.”

He rolled his eyes. “Sure. I know what you do at work on Fridays. You were playing a Flash game, weren’t you? Anyway, you really should give it a look. I’m saying this because I care! I hate to see you so run down all the time.”

Abby shrugged. “What’s in it for me?”

He frowned. “What do you mean? If you do this, you’ll sleep better. Isn’t that enough of a reward?”

“Yeah, but if I hold out for a better offer, you always give me one.” She grinned.

“Fine, fine,” he said, smiling. “I’ll make those cookies you like. The batter is ready in the fridge.”

“Now you’re talking.” Abby’s husband was a man who could be very persuasive, when he wanted to be. Now she really would give that file a go.

* * *

An hour later, Abby had settled onto the bed in the guest bedroom. Ryan had insisted that the couch wouldn’t do; any hypnosis needed an environment free of auditory distractions to work. Abby, already resolved to humor him, had followed along with his advice and lain down in the center of the queen mattress. The taste of one of her husband’s chocolate raspberry drops still lingered on her tongue, and she smiled. Having a man who knew how to cook...it was definitely a big plus.

Well, there was nothing for it now. Slipping her earbuds in, she booted up the website he’d sent her, found the file she wanted, and hit Play. At first, nothing happened; there was just a weird staticky hiss that made her wonder whether her earbuds were broken. But she’d just gotten them! It just went to show: Never trust anything you buy on Amazon from a...brand...that...that doesn’t actually…exist…

And then, before Abby had realized what was happening, she was out like a light.

* * *

When she awoke, the first thing Abby realized was how much she wanted to go back to sleep. She was exhausted. The week had really taken it out of her, probably.

But first, she was starving. She stumbled out to the kitchen and grabbed the peanut butter and some bread, the latter of which she popped into the toaster. Ryan, who seemed to have been catching up on work on the couch, looked over at her. “How was it?”

She tried to summon a response to his question, but...it was very difficult to do that for some reason. Her brain felt foggy and muddled, and it was harder than usual for coherent thoughts to form. “Um…” she finally got out, “it was, like...it was good, I guess. I’m hungry for some reason and really tired, though.”

“Well, that’s good,” said Ryan. “It was supposed to realign your circadian rhythm, so I guess it must have worked – maybe a little too well, even.”

Circadian rhythm? That was a term Abby felt like she should have known, a term that she probably had known at some point, but it escaped her now for some reason. Instead, she laughed. Actually, it came out as more of a giggle. That was weird; she never giggled.

Oh well. She was way too sleepy to worry about little things like that. When the toast popped up, she slathered on a thick layer of peanut butter and devoured it, savoring the crunch and the hot-cold contrast. Truly, peanut butter was manna from heaven.

Once she was done with her snack, she tossed the dishes into the sink, brushed her teeth, and fell into bed. It was only ten p.m., long before when she usually hit the sack, but she just couldn’t help it. Sleep claimed her almost as soon as her head hit the pillow.

* * *

The dreams that came that night were hazy and indistinct, more a series of feelings and emotions than any real images. Abby felt like she was floating in some kind of large, empty space, and that, even though things were changing, she was happy. It was an odd dream, but not unsettling or creepy. A feeling of deep contentment bloomed within her.

That same feeling carried over when she opened her eyes. At first, she had no idea what was going on. She was in...in their bedroom? It was morning, judging by the light filtering through the curtains, but for some reason she didn’t feel exhausted. Checking the digital alarm clock next to the bed, she saw that it was nine o’clock. That was...a perfectly normal time to get up on the weekends, which was why she was never usually awake at that time.

Well, that was nothing to complain about, right? Here she was, in her bedroom, with her wonderful husband, totally free of the effects of the terrible sleep schedule that had gripped her since high school. She practically skipped out of bed and hurried to the kitchen to make coffee.  Ryan was still asleep; this would be her surprise to him.

Actually, she could do one better. When had she last made breakfast for her husband? It was shameful that she didn’t do these things for him. She had let him do all the heavy lifting in their relationship just because of her terrible sleep schedule, which it had been totally in her power to fix. Grabbing a cookbook, she flipped it open to the page for french toast. At first, it took her a little while to figure out what was going on – the text was harder than usual for her to read, the numbers sort of got mixed up in her head, and she had trouble remembering which was the teaspoon and which was the tablespoon.

Finally, though, she figured it out and got things going. Just as she was plating up the last of the batch, her husband, attracted by the smell of butter, wandered sleepily into the living area. “Abby? Are you...making breakfast?”

“I was,” she said, “but, like, I’m done now. I hope you’re okay with french toast.” She grabbed the maple syrup and carried the platter over to the table, setting it down between them.

“But, but…” Ryan was perplexed, even as he grabbed a piece of her creation. “I know I gave you that file and everything, but did it really work that well? I mean, this is a thing you’ve been dealing with for years, and now –”

“Oh, honey,” said Abby, waving a hand, “it’s, like, so much better now. I don’t know what that file thingy did, but not only did I sleep way better, but everything feels so, like, light and happy now. Like, it’s hard to describe.” She giggled.

“I’m sure it is,” said Ryan. “But I’m still blown away at how well it worked. I didn’t know this kind of thing was real, and not just a fad or whatever.” For a few minutes, they both ate their breakfast in silence. Her husband tried to hide it, but Abby could tell that he was looking at her body. Her pajamas looked good on her, maybe. Then, finally, when they were both finished eating, it seemed that he could bear it no longer. “I don’t know what it is,” he said, smiling a little shyly, “but I can’t seem to tear my eyes away from you today. Something about...maybe those pajamas or something.”

“You, like, have a dirty, dirty mind,” said Abby, smiling back. Suddenly, she wondered whether there was something about her body that she wasn’t realizing. Sure, her pajamas did look good on her, but they were the same pajamas she wore every day. That alone wouldn’t have been enough to make her husband take extra notice of her. And she had been so hungry the night before...casting a surreptitious glance down at her cleavage, she realized that her boobs had grown. And probably the rest of her, too. How was that possible?

Oh, well. A hot body meant a happy husband, and she didn’t really care about anything else. She looked back at him. “A dirty mind, maybe, but I’m, like, into it. When was the last time…”

“Saturday night,” said Ryan. “So...not to be pushy or anything, but I’m kinda ready to...you know…”

“I’m not talking about any old sex, silly,” she said, “I’m talking about morning sex. Have we ever done that?”

“Well, it wasn’t too long ago that somebody would have probably punched me in the face if I had suggested it,” he said, “but hey, there’s a first time for everything. I mean...as long as you want there to be, of course.”

Standing up, Abby moved over to Ryan and placed a hand on his shoulder. “Baby, like, right now there’s nothing I want more.”

“Then how could I refuse you?” he said, rising to meet her in a passionate kiss.

Obviously, Abby and Ryan had kissed many times before, but this time...this time it felt different. The romance was there as usual, but so was a new passion, almost a desperation that Abby didn’t remember ever feeling before. Now, though, it nearly consumed her, and she found herself wrapping her arms around him, trying to feel him closer to her. He was a wonderful man, her husband, but right now what she wanted most of all was his body, to feel it close to her, to give it pleasure and get pleasure in return.

Because of that, a kiss could never be enough. She found herself tearing at his pajamas, and he slid them off and then helped her get out of hers. Now they were both naked, nothing between them but air and the few inhibitions that they still had left. Sometimes, Abby felt shy in front of Ryan, even though they’d done this many times before, but now she felt no shame, no embarrassment. She was just too desperate.

Running a hand down his chest, she gazed adoringly up into his eyes, and he smiled back down at her. Gradually, her hand traveled further down his torso, snaking down the abs that he managed to keep toned despite not having the easy-to-maintain college physique he had once had.

At last, she found the money zone. She traced a teasing circle around her husband’s thighs and hips, feigning reluctance to give him what he really wanted, before finally taking his rapidly-hardening cock into her fingers and beginning to stroke it very gently. He sighed with pleasure and, bringing his hands up to her chest, responded by beginning to massage her nipples. The bastard! He knew that that was her vulnerable spot. It wasn’t that they were nearly as sensitive as her clit or anything, but for her the sheer fact that a man was playing with her tender nipples, mauling her soft breasts, was incredibly arousing to her. She moaned softly; it was good to have a man who knew what he was doing.

“Do you wanna, like…” Abby gestured towards the couch with her free hand.

Ryan smiled. “Actually, I don’t believe we’ve had sex on that one yet. You always have the best ideas.”

“Like, obviously,” said Abby, as the two of them headed over to it and got into a comfortable position. “Because I have a dirty mind too.” She winked, taking his shaft into her hand once more and teasing it, feeling it grow fully erect between her fingers. It was just so incredibly delicious.

But Ryan wasn’t going to let her have all the fun. Shaking himself out of a haze of arousal, he began to trace a circle around her pussy opening with a finger, just barely missing her clit. After a few moments of that, she had grown desperate for him to just stick it in, but he didn’t oblige her. She moaned, pushing her pelvis up against his hand. “Oh,” he said, “hungry for more, are we? Well...I don’t know.”

“Please,” Abby begged, “stick it in. I need it so bad. Like, you have no idea.”

“Oh, I think I do,” he said, “and I’m still just not feeling like it.”

“I...I…” she paused. “I’ll, like, make you that special grilled cheese for lunch.”

“Mmmm…” Ryan paused, dragging out the moment, leaving Abby genuinely worried that he wouldn’t accept, even though there was really no reason for him to do that.

Then he smiled. “Eh, okay.” She moaned as he slid his finger inside of her, quickly followed by a second. They began to dance skilfully inside her pussy, and she found herself practically grinding on his hand just to get them to go deeper, to feel even better. All the while, though, she was careful never to neglect his cock, pumping it in what she knew was exactly the way he really liked.

Then Ryan did something. He’d done it before, and Abby always begged for it; his fingers twisted inside of her in a way that sent a massive wave of pleasure flowing through her body. He refused to tell her the exact secret, and she’d tried to replicate the feeling with a dildo, but to no avail. Oh, well; just one more reason to keep this man around.

For several minutes, they went on like that, each doing exactly what they knew the other liked most. It was the same thing that they always did, but who cared? Their way of having sex wasn’t broke, so there was no need to fix it.

Then, at last, Abby could bear it no longer. “This is great, baby,” she murmured, “but, like, I need more. I need you inside of me.”

“Funny,” said Ryan, “because I was about to say I needed to be inside of you. Great minds think alike, huh?”

Abby smiled and punched him playfully. “Just, like, shut up and fuck me.” They got into their favorite position – the tried-and-true doggystyle – and Ryan braced his hands on her hips.

“Now,” he said, “are you sure you’re ready for this?”

“Fuck, like, I want to yell at you,” she said, “but I’m so desperate I don’t want to waste that time. Stick it in!”

“I don’t take a lot of persuading,” said Ryan, easing his cock into her. Abby cried out with pleasure; even just the feeling of being stretched wide by her husband’s cock, her favorite cock in the entire world, was enough to make her feel really good. She gripped the couch, bracing herself for what was coming next.

And it was good that she had. Ryan wasn’t big on easing into things, and he slid himself inside of her with one smooth, quick motion. Once he was all the way in, he began to thrust, getting up to speed in just a few seconds.

Some lovers needed that extra time to get adjusted. Abby had never been one of those people. The sensations flowing through her were surprisingly intense, though; she loved having sex with him, of course, but usually not this much. Sensations coursed through her, powerful, electric sensations that left her gasping, desperate for more, and she pushed herself back up against her husband, trying to take him in deeper, to feel even better.

He was clearly enjoying himself as well. Though Ryan was very composed most of the time, he lost that cool when Abby was doing something he particularly liked in the bedroom, and she could see that he was losing it now. His brow furrowed, and he grunted with each thrust, a display of animalistic passion that drove her wild.

All this pleasure was leading somewhere, Abby knew. Her pussy was ablaze with sensation, and it felt like there was a warm ball slowly growing in her core, increasing in size with each thrust, until...until…

The orgasm hit her like a truck; sudden, sharp, and unexpected. She screamed as unbelievable pleasure coursed through her, leaving her gripping the couch and bucking her hips in pure ecstasy. That was all too much for her husband, clearly; she felt him explode inside of her, but he kept thrusting anyway, determined to extract the last little bit of sensation before his cock softened too much.

And then, after a few moments, they began to come back to earth. Breathing heavily, each tried to collect themselves, and Ryan pulled out of Abby, grabbing a fistful of tissues to clean himself up.

She looked back at him, smiling shyly. “Like, I can’t believe we never did this before.”

“Neither can I,” he said. “I’m so glad that tape helped you this much.”

“Yeah, like, it did,” she said. “It also left me feeling a little...like, I don’t know, different. You know? Like I have a whole new outlook now.”

He shook his head. “Crazy. Well, you should probably go get cleaned up...unless…” he paused.

“Yes?” Abby grinned.

“Unless you want a round two,” said Ryan, laughing. “You do, don’t you?”

“Like, I’ve never wanted anything more,” said Abby, getting into position once again. “Drive me insane, babe.”

As Ryan got ready behind her, Abby reflected on the changes the last twenty-four hours had brought her. Things were different now, it was true, but she wasn’t sorry to leave her old way of doing things behind. Now she had better sleep, better sex, bigger tits...what wasn’t to like?

Nothing at all. Reaching back, she slapped her ass, jiggling it for her husband’s benefit. Really, it didn’t get any better than this.
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